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THE 


DAINTIEST MEMBER OF 


THE JUNIOR SET. « 


Yer 


she has 
Athlete's 


Foot! 


NLY this morning she had noticed it 
again—and her pretty brows had puck- 
ered with vexation. 

Charming—sought after—exquisitely 
groomed — it seemed to her almost a reproach 
upon her delicacy — yet there it was, that 
affection, unnaturally white, unpleasantly 
moist,* between her smallest toes! 

Not that it hurt her so much— it seldom 
does in the beginning — but the thought of it 
distressed her more and more. In the midst 
of a perfectly divine dance— during the “big” 
scene at the play—in wakeful moments at 
night — it obtruded itself upon her mind — 
it was maddening! 

She is just one of millions who suffer from 
“Athlete’s Foot” and don’t know what it is! 


Tinea Trichophyton— 
a National Affliction 


Her escort, the big Princeton end, had he 
known of her worry, could have told her 
that she was suffering from a form of ring- 
worm infection caused by tinea trichophyton 
and nicknamed “Athlete's Foot’! Also he 
could have told her what to do for her trouble, 
for college coaches everywhere now know 
that Absorbine Jr., the familiar antiseptic, Aé/ls 
and helps prevent its spread. 

This is fortunate, for “Athlete’s Foot” is 
such a stealthy infection . . 


| . So easily over- 
looked at first . . 


. that it has stolen up on 





%* WATCH FOR THESE DISTRESS SIGNALS 
THAT WARN OF ““ATHLETE’S FOOT” 
Though “Athlete's Foot” is caused by the germ tinea 
trichophyton — its early stages manifest themselves in 
several different ways usually between thetwo smallest 
toes: redness, skin-cracks, tiny itching blisters, a white, 
thick, moist condition or dryness with little scales. 
Any one of these calls for immediate treatment! If the case 
appears aggravated and does not readily yield to 
Absorbine Jr., consult your physician without delay. 





the Nation until it is found simply everywhere! 
The United States Public Health Service even 
asserts in one of its Bulletins that “it is prob- 
able that at least one-half of all adults suffer 
from it at some time’’. . . suffer from it without 
knowing what it is. 

Again, tests conducted in such widely 
separated Universities as those of California 
and Pennsylvania reveal that probably 50% 
of the students involved are infected. 

There can be no doubt that tiny sinea trich- 
opbyton has made itself at home in America! 


It lurks where you would least expect it 


One of the worst features of “Athlete’s Foot” 
is that it is most apt to be contracted in the 
very places where people go for health and 
cleanliness and recreation! In spite of the 
most rigid sanitary precautions, the germ 
abounds on locker and dressing-room 
floors—on the edges 
of swimming pools 
and showers —in 
gymnasiums, even 
on hotel bath-mats. 
And from such 
places it is carried 
into millions of 
homes to infect 
whole families! 


Absorbine & 





It bas been found that Absorbine Jr. 
kills Tinea Trichophyton 


Aseries of laboratory tests with the antiseptic 
Absorbine Jr. have proved, through bacteria 
counts and micro-photographs, that Absor 
bine Jr. penetrates deeply into flesh-like 
tissues and that wherever it penetrates it £://s 
the “Athlete’s Foot” infection. 

This will be good news indeed to many 
thousands of people who have worried over 
a threatening foot condition without know- 
ing what it was that was troubling them, nor 
how to rid themselves of it. 

It might not be a bad idea to examine 
your feet tonight for the distress signals* that 
announce the beginning of “Athlete’s Foot.’ 

At the first sign of infection begin the 
free use of Absorbine Jr. on the affected 
areas— douse it on morning and night 
and after every exposure. Not injurious 

to the tenderest 
tissues. 
Absorbine Jr. is so 
' J r widely known and 

° " used that you can get 
a it at all drug stores. 
i Price $1.25. For free 
sample, write 
W. F. YOUNG, INC 
SPRINGFIELD. MASS. 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


Mr. Ford says he will spend a hun- We still aren’t certain whether the Senator Brookhart recently charged 
dred million dollars to fit students for garment workers went on strike for that real gin cocktails were being 
life after they leave college. That shorter hours, higher waistlines or served in the Century Club of New 
will buy a lot of garters and hats. longer flounces. York. Real gin, Senator? 


In the Middle West athletics are The new miniature autos will soon And now we feel that it would be 
becoming more and more a business. be on display throughout the country. proper to suggest that there be a war 
They're even going into conferences. At last a car to fit every purse. to end wars on the ticket speculators. 



































THIS IS MY PARLOR, BEDLAM, AND BATH, BOASTED EDWIN THE BREADWINNER 
Let’s not mention that Irishman in Norfolk «ho composed “Curry Me Back in Ole Verginny.” 
“Tley, waiter, there’s a fly in my zoup!” jittered Routine 77, Patter 14. “Excuse me if I don’t 
reply, sir,” blushed the boniface. “The college mags have been doing’that sort of thing to death!” 
Tomorrow night Messalina and Heliogabalus, the Roman Riots,/in their specialty tumbling act. 
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“Why, Son, you already have a scooter.’ 
“But, Dad, America’s becoming Two-Scooter-Conscious.” 


Ignored Invitations 


“Of course, you'll be with us next 
Sunday at four. We've a great sur- 
prise in store for you—a real, honest- 
to-goodness literary salon. Hostetter 
H. Muleberg, the famous modern poet 
and emancipator of the muses, has 
agreed to honor us by reading some of 
his esoteric verse. You may recall 
him as the famous rhymeless poet and 
liberator of poesy from traditional 
shackles. Hostetter has promised to 
read his beautiful ‘Life Is an Empty 
Bottle,’ the poem that won the second 
prize in the Erotica Journal’s verse 
contest. It will be a privilege to meet 
this genius, who despises to have his 
opera published in the commercial 
magazines and who holds that true art 
should not be fettered and circum- 
scribed by editorial prejudices. Be 
sure to come! We know you'll have 
a ‘different’ afternoon and will meet 
some very intellectual people.” 

-Artuur L. Lippmann 








The Belittler 


“Do you ever listen to Morris ’n’ 
Norris on the radio?” 

“Sometimes.” 

“Don’t you think they’re mar- 
velous?” 

“Oh they’re not so hot.” 

“What do you mean they’re not so 
hot? Don’t you know that more 
people listen to them than listen to 
any other broadcast?” 

“Sure. I know that.” 

“I suppose you could be funnier.” 

“Probably not.” 

“Then where do you get off criti- 
cizing ? 

“I’m not criticizing. I’m just say- 
ing I don’t think much of them.” 

“Well, you've got a sweet nerve 
saying that.” 

“It’s a free country, isn’t it? A 
man can say what he thinks.” 

“Yeah. But he shouldn’t think like 
an idiot.” 

“Oh, what’s the difference?” 

“Why, man, do you realize Morris 
‘n’ Norris are the highest paid radio 
performers in the world? Do you 
know they get $100,000 a year?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“And still you don’t like them! 
Maybe you'd like to tell me just why 
you don’t like them?” 

“Sure. I’m the guy they pay $40 
a week to for writing their stuff.” 


—Carro_t CARROLL 





Movie Palaces are getting so large that they have to provide the 
Field Marshal of the ushers with a horse to get about. 
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A Few Reasons Why I 
Infrequently Marry 

“T don’t know why you always read 
your paper instead of talking to mx 
at breakfast. 

“When are vou going to get a new 
hat? 

“And the one day you could spend 
at home with me, out vou go to play 
golf. 

“You used to send flowers every 
Sunday. 

“And you might notice how nice 
Sam is when his wife is driving. . . . 

“It’s quite all right, however, when 
your Mother comes to pay us a little 
visit. : 

“Well, the Fishers have two maids, 
but. 

“Honey lamb, just ask the delica- 
tessen man for some. ‘ 

“Don’t you dare tell me I started 

i tli it, you know. . 
And I suppose you give dictation 
“Hey, give us a lift!” at luncheon. ae 
Davin S. Leuman 





Helping Hands _ 
When only half of your laundry 


comes back 


“No fooling, is this the first time 
it’s happened to you? Why, I’ve been 
gvypped by ’em at least two dozen 
times.” 


“I don’t see what you're kicking 
about. You've got nine socks you 
can save the odd one ’til one of the 
pairs wears out. And some day you'll 
probably grow up to fit that pink shirt 
they sent you.” 





“Do? Why, you can’t do anything. 
My father told me about a man who 
tried to sue a laundry back in 1826— 
the trial is still being tabled, and his 
whole fortune has gone to the law- 


vers. 





“You didn’t make a list? Well, 
that’s just too bad. Birds who don't 
make out lists give the laundry people 
the real big laughs of the week.” 


“Pay? Oh, you'll pay ‘em, all 
right, in the end. Why, even Freddy 
Ives had to pay ’em at last, and no 
man ever used a laundry less than 
Fred.” 





“Oh, it’s just one of those things 
we all have to put up with, more or 
less. The older I get, the more in- 
clined I am to pay ’em, shut up, and 
save my disposition.” 

—STANLEY JONES “T cash clo’!” 
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Boy Scout—Hey, mister, that’s no way to carry a knapsack! 
A] y i] P 


Al Smith may pronounce it “rad- Well, anyhow, the dynamic speaker 
dio” if he wants to; but, after listen- has proved that there is something 
ing to our neighbor’s new set we pro- worse than a phonograph playing a 
nounce it a nuisance. broken record. 
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You Can’t Win 


Just as we thought—-Al Capone 
leaves Chicago for a year, and the 
policemen have to petition the gover- 
nor for their salaries. 


If you want to “go down to the sea 
in ships,” don’t pay any attention to 
Coast Guard warnings. 


Everything is swell now, and 
everybody's happy; but in regard to 
that trouble with Iowa University, we 
can't help thinking that with all the 
Iowans in California, no wonder their 
University had to import some foot- 
ball talent. 


Three men from a Pennsylvania 
college, after a hold-up, trapped the 
fleeing thieves by their loud yells. 
Yet some opponents of football claim 
that no benefit is derived from sitting 
in the cheering section! 


Oscar of the Waldorf says that the 
old-style elaborate banquet with its 
after-dinner speeches is being killed 
off, by Prohibition. Well, well, maybe 
we ought to keep the blamed thing 
after all! 








Watcuman—My gawd, lady—do you know you’re sitting on dynamite! 
it Sueiw—That’s very nice Tony, but I don’t see as it’s any of your business. 
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Hay Center Gets on the Map 


“What are you building here, Si? 
New grain elevator?” 

“Nope.” 

“Water tower?” 

“Nope.” 

“Say, it’s a mooring mast, isn’t it?” 

“Yep.” 

“Expecting the Graf Zeppelin to 
make another cruise?” 

“Nope.” 

“Well, what do you want a mooring 
mast for?” 

“Part o’ the contract.” 

“How do you mean?” 





“Only visits towns that pervide a 
mooring mast this year.” 

“What does?” 

“Ain’t no what.” 

“Well, then, who?” 

. ee a . we “Paul Whiteman.” 

Near-Sicgutep Wire or ANtTHROPOLOGIstT—Oh! Eacuse me, dear. , aie 
I didn’t know you had company. ’ —Cuet JoHNnson 





Rebellion on Broadway 


“Hey, Oscar! What’s the idea 
kicking a hole in that derby?” 

“I’m quitting this lousy jazz or- 
chestra, Herman.” 

“Gosh, Oscar, you can't do that! 
You’re the best trombone player 
we've got!” 

“Well, I’m through, ennahow, see? 
I’m sick of this horseplay music and 
hot-trick stuff.” 

“I suppose you're going back to the 
Philharmonic, where we got you 
from.” 

“You guessed it, Herman. Back to 
the Philharmonic to play symphonies 
and all the other classic stuff.” 

“Yeah? Well, I told ’em when 
they hired you to do jazz that you 
might pretend to like it, but it 
wouldn’t be long before they’d find 
you was a Bachslider at heart.” 





Statistic 


Rhode Island, the smallest state in 
the Union, has more telephones than 
the entire republic of China. And if 
you ever listened to a Chinaman speak 
over a phone, you'd know the reason. 


Of all the advertising in the subway 
trains, Mr. Vick’s seems the most ap- 
propriate: “21 Million Jars Yearly.” 


Office Boy—There’s a_ salesman 
outside with a mustache. 

Business Man—Tell him I’m in 
conference. 

Office Boy—lI did, and he wants to 
know if you'll be out of it before he 
has a beard, too. “My gosh, this race has been goin’ on for hours!!” 


Rene) KD 
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Safeguard America’s Flug! 
By S. J. Perelman 

| Dabsie since the Clark and McCul- 

4 lough expedition opened up the 
Northwest and Baton Rouge was 
admitted into the Union upon pay- 
ment of sixty dotted pickerel per an- 
num (what is commonly called the 
“Louisiana Perches’’) intelligent vot- 
ers have viewed with increasing alarm 
the growing shortage of raw flug. 
Vernon Trimble, vice-president of the 
North American Flug Converters’ As- 


sociation, estimates in his own dull 


way that less than four tons of flug 
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were sold during the fiscal year end- 
ing March 9th. He further insinu- 
ates that one reason for the fiscal year 
ending March 9th instead of March 
15th was undoubtedly faltering flug 
production. This means that each 
man, woman, and child in the country 
had less than three ounces of flug at 


his disposal during January. Small 
wonder, then, that alarmed little 
groups of thoughtful citizens have 


been shaking their heads ominously in 
the laboratories in Grand Central 
Station. It is time to call a halt, Mr. 
Average Flug Consumer. 

For the benefit of those who are ig- 











huis i 





eee 
ee 


‘ 


~~ 
fl 





" ‘yy 








LOVE SENDS A LITTLE GIFT 
OF MOSES, CLOWNED CLEO 


I know you can’t stomach rubies, Queen Elizabeth, but try this one 
on your stomacher. “Now what do you know about Keats?” snapped 


the Spirit of Education. 


seven of ’em!” 


“You oughta ask me old lady; she raised 


cross-fired the customary Johnny. 


Maybe I should: 


have held this over till next week—held it over a slow fire, I should 


have held it. 


norant of the nature of flug, a defini 
tion will not come amiss. 
grayish, woolly fluff which collects be- 
neath beds after a few days and is in 
great demand by 
vacuum-cleaners in shop windows. At 
one time America possessed great nat- 
ural flug resources, but since the aboli 
tion of beds in 1919 by the Watch and 
Ward Society and the New York So- 
ciety for the Suppression of Vice, the 
wistful herb has been in exile. No 
flug worthy of the name could breed 
under a table or chair; and such flug 
as has been found is sickly and neu- 
rasthenic. To illustrate: A few days 
ago I happened to drop into the hard 
ware store on Evans Street, at the 
corner of Lane, for 
kilter. 

“We're all out of kilter, sir,” ad- 
mitted the clerk. 
good today. 
that?” 

“I’ve heard it’s sickly and neuras- 
thenic,” I hedged. 

“— 
lessly. 


Lupino some 


“The flug is very 
Would you care to try 


confessed Jessup  hope- 
“IT just wanted to see if I 
could stick you with it. You look like 
an easy mark,” 

“T know it,” I despaired. “Do you 
suppose it’s these glasses I’m wear 
ing? They're covered with oatmeal 
all the time.” 

“I think it’s your face in general,” 


hazarded Jessup affably. “Or maybe 


your green mackinaw there. I don't 
think you dress nattily.” 
“How can I?” I defended. “Such 


a business, trying to dress that girl. 
She fights like a tiger; she fights 
if you even put a kimono on-her. A 
great kid, Natalie, but wilful! Oh, 
my!” 

“Oh, my what?” demanded Jessup 
suspiciously. 

“Oh, my Natalie,” I replied. “Say, 
have you got that flug wrapped up 
yet?” The clerk looked down at the 
parcel boys at the end of the store. 


“Oh, Tempora, oh, Morris!” he 


shouted. “Is the gentleman’s pack- 
age ready?” 
“What gentleman?” called Tem- 


pora. “What package?” 

“This package here in the green 
mackinaw,” replied Jessup 
and he turned to me. “Didn't you 
bring a gentleman in here to be 
wrapped? Before we go any further, 
I think you'd better sign the register.” 

“But we haven't any baggage,” I 
hesitated. The clerk looked at me 
skeptically and, summoning the hotel 
detective, whispered significantly in 
his ear. 

“No baggage, hey?” 


sternly, 


scowled the 
(Continued on page 31) 





Flug is the 


demonstrators of 
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CLUB LIFE IN AMERICA 


The Ping-Pong Club 
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“What's her name?” 
| “Grace.” 





Broadcasting stations are not per- 
mitted to broadcast the Hell, 
but lots of stuff that’s broadcast 
sounds like it. 


word 


Mother used to hide the step-ladder 
in order to keep the children out of 
the jam. Now she hides the car keys. 
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“Thanks, I’m not interested.” 
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Neither 


Good verse is the work of full many, 
While poetry’s written by few; 
And the difference between them, 

any, 
I'm anxious to point out to you. 


if 


| 
} 
| 
If it rhymes and it’s meaning’s appar- 
| ent, 
It's only good verse, though it’s 
grand; 
While it’s poetry pure and inherent 
If it’s something you can’t under- 
stand. —C. C. 
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“Just an old night-club fan.” 








“And just to introduce television in this neighborhood, we can let you have a set at 
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The Girl of His Dreams. 


Murder relics and scientifie exhibits 
of crime have been stolen from Com 
Whalen’s “Police Acad 
No policemen were reported 
missing, however. 


missioner 
emy.” 


Houseparty Host—You don’t look 


well this morning. 





Guest—No—I was doubled’ up 
with an awful pain last night. 

Host—Tch, tch—what was it? 

Guest—That bore Jones, I had to 


share my room with. 
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half the regular price.” 











Infamous Interviews 
Arthur Brisbane 


Mr. Arthur Brisbane, the great 
newspaper editor, received me with a 
smile on his lips. 

“Certainly, certainly. Anything 
you want to ask me,” he said gracious- 
ly, in response to my request for an 
interview. 

“Very well, Mr. Brisbane,” I said, 
“what do you think of the present pub- 
lic uproar against the Senate? Do you 
think that point to the 
gradual that august 


conditions 
abolition of 
body?” 

“All that I am,” Mr. Brisbane said, 
“IT owe to my angel mother.” 


That floored me for a while. But I 
tried again. 

“What are the chances, do you 
think, Mr. Brisbane, of Prohibition be- 
ing repealed within the next few 
years?” 

I had apparently struck a respon- 
Mr. Brisbane’s 


came suddenly animated. 


sive chord. face be- 
said, “that a 
fleet of enemy aeroplanes could wipe 
out New York City within the short 
space of one hour?” 


“Do you realize,” he 


“Why, er, no,” I said hesitatingly. 
I was beginning to wonder who was 
being interviewed. Perhaps he was 
interviewing me, I thought. 

But Mr. Brisbane had subsided, and 
with indomitable courage I pitched in 
again. 

‘There are some who say, Mr. Bris- 
bane,” I said, “that this decade has 
seen a renaissance in American letters. 
Do you—— oe 
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Mr. Brisbane let out a sigh. 

“Man is puny,” he said, a little 
sharply I thought. ‘Compared to the 
gorilla——”’ 

It was I this time who interrupted. 
I was slowly reaching the 
point. 

“Mr. Brisbane,” 


boiling 


I said emphatical- 
ly. “I’m here for an interview and | 
want news! Of course the things 
you've been telling me are all very in- 
teresting but—— 

Mr. Brisbane looked startled. 


“Don’t gamble!” he said. Don’t 
gamble!” 
I decided it would be much more 


fun to interview Clara Bow. 
—ARTHUR SILVERBLATT 


























“Miss Peevy, I’d like to have you 
meet my husband.” 











A Lilliputian puts out the cat. 





“Your final moment has arrived 
—have you anything to say?” 

“Please could I 
minute egg?” 


have a four- 


Time Saving 


Flying is a great way to save time, 
and yet many persons who have flown 
in the past are now referred to as the 
late Mister So-and-So. 


“Every time I use that word ‘psit 
tacosis’ Polly has a fit.” 

“I didn’t know you had a parrot.” 

“IT haven't. 
pher.” 


Polly’s my stenogra 


Movie Director 
Assistant — And 
“veahs.” 


You're fired. 


after all these 


In Mexico it isn’t the term which 
expires, it’s the man holding the office. 


“They tell me Brooks’ new girl 
friend is hard. Is that so?” 
“Hard? Boy, nothing but a dia- 


mond could make any impression on 
her.”’ 


A lot of people who lost their shirts 


in the stock market would have lost 
them anyway the next time they sent 
them to the laundry. 

One day Dr. Smith asked Dr. Me- 
Gregor what he thought of his new 


car. The next week he got a bill from 


him for a consultation. 


And then there’s the gold-digger’s 
version: Take well before shaking. 
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The prisoner looked up, with a 
faint gleam of hope in his eyes. If 
only that could be proved! 

The judge thoughtfully regarded 
his notes on the case. Justice is swift 
in Russia, and there were many more 
hearings to follow this. He thought 
quickly, and then rendered his deci- 


sion: 
“Prisoner, it may be that you lost 
your head temporarily. But what 


would happen if everyone lost his 
head—even for a few seconds? We 
must consider the masses. Your case. 
then, becomes an example. I shall, 
however, grant you leniency in view 
of your past spotless record. I sen 
tence you to life servitude in the salt 
mines of Siberia. = 

The prisoner, who had expected the 
death penalty, collapsed on the floor 
in gratitude. 

The judge continued: “.. . And 
let this be a lesson to all those who 

Patron (to grocer)—Why, Mr. Snookums, you grow dearer and park overtime outside of the Krem- 
dearer! lin.” 





Mr. SNookums—Ssh! IHlere comes my wife! Davip S. LeumMan 


Crime and Punishment 


The prisoner was a_ citizen of ' 
Soviet Russia. 

o- 

The court was as soberly solemn as 
one would reasonably expect in the 





city of Leningrad. The grim visage 
of the judge was evidence enough 





that this crime was no ordinary one, 
and that the punishment would be in 
keeping with it. 

The Prosecuting Attorney, as you 
Americans would say, was summing 
up his case: “And furthermore, this 
man knew what he was doing. He 
claims that he lost track of everything 
-of time, and of space, and of mo- 
tion. That is manifestly absurd. He 
has a watch, therefore he can see the 
time. He knows that motion exists. 
Above all, he must realize that space 
is the most precious part of our mod- 
ern life.” 


The judge nodded wisely. The ea 
officers of the Cheka who had made \(s rele ~ 
the arrest smiled and agreed with the : 
prosecution. The friends and rela- 


tives of the prisoner shuddered. 
The attorney for the defense arose, 














and said: “It is true that the defen- ae 
dant has a watch; yet one does not ee 

spend all of one’s time looking at a 

watch. . . . He knows, too, that 


the world moves, and that movement 

is important; but do we always think a 

of that sort of thing? And he is well ane a 
aware that space is valuable, but hx 
forgot himself. These things com- 
pletely slipped his mind. I plead 
temporary insanity.” “Tsk! Tsk! These student pilots!” 
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Los Angeles—where 
there isn’t any Santa 
Claus. 






A FEW MORE 


Illegal armament in 








An expensive vocabulary in Penn- 
Pennsylvania. 


Louisiana. 








And in Georgia— pte: 
where life guards are 
useful as well as orna- 
mental. 





NOBLE EXPERIMENTS 
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Further Noble Experiments 


ur campaign for law enforcement is enlisting the 


coéperation of good citizens everywhere. From 


O district attorneys and lawyers in private practice, 
from newspaper editors and reporters and from leading 
business men in many cities we are getting examples of 
laws which stand idle on the statute books. Naturally 
many are duplicates. The payment goes to the first who 
sends in the law, or to the one who gives it most explicitly, 
according to circumstances. 
Here are some of the best yet: 


@ The wearing of false whiskers in public is prohibited 
in Los Angeles. 

q In Georgia the life-guard at every bathing beach must 
wear a bathing suit of “bright solid red” and parade the 
beach at all times with a leather harness around his neck 


to which there shall be attached a life-line 200 feet long. 


@ In Pennsylvania cursing is punishable by a fine of ex- 
actly 67 cents per word. 


@ Buffalo ordinances provide a fine not only for playing 
cards on Sunday but also for anyone who, having wit- 
nessed such a game, fails to report it to the authorities. 


@ Garments with short sleeves exposing the nakedness 
of the arm are illegal in Massachusetts. 


§ In Louisiana it is unlawful to wear a hat-pin which 
projects over one-half inch from the crown of the hat. 


Connecticut law provides a fine of $1,000 for the pos- 
session of any newspaper principally made up of criminal 
news, police reports and stories of bloodshed or crime. 


That last one, as we read it, would seem to make a 
criminal of any citizen of Connecticut who buys some of 
our favorite tabloid newspapers. 


See page 32 of this issue for the names of readers to 
whom we haye paid $5 each for digging up these noble 
experiments in law-making. 

More will appear next week. 


Yes, We Like Lawyers, Too 


yve"" time this page tries to be even mildly humorous 

4 or subtle, it resolves never to do so again. A while 
back, in praising doctors, we remarked that they do more 
good than harm and then added that this is something you 
can’t say about other professionals such as lawyers, 
preachers, senators and editorial writers. 
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Who would have thought that casual flippancy would 
have been taken seriously, especially when we included 
editorial writers, meaning our own ilk? But some of our 
lawyer friends saw red! One writes at length to cure us 
of our “seeming prejudice to the bar.” He thinks we are 
going on “the false premise that because lawyers are 
human and bad, the whole should be con- 
demned.” 

Oh, dear, no! 
We like them 
with precision. 


some bar 
Some of our best friends are lawyers. 
They usually think 
They can argue with us without getting 
mad, which is a feat. They are highly ingenious in doping 
out new ways to go places and do things without getting 
stopped. All three of these qualities, taken together, 
make them good bridge partners. They work very cheap 
in proportion to the value of what they accomplish. In- 
creasingly they are taking high places in the management 
of our great industries, thereby proving that it is possible 
to beat that idol, the Big Business Man, at his own game. 
And they are, with all that, preservers of precedent, culti- 
vators of tradition, practical links with the romantic past 
of our race. 

Obviously we couldn’t get along without lawyers. Ob- 
viously, too, they couldn’t get along without us laymen. 
Philip Guedalla says that the only sight sadder than a 
sick doctor is a litigious lawyer. Most lawyers keep out 
of trouble themselves. They live, not by taking in each 
other’s washing, but on the peccadilloes and bewilder- 
ments of the rest of us. Therefore it behooves them and 
us to keep on good terms with one another. 


for various reasons. 


To Treat or Not to Treat 


Recextry we declared our conviction that all college 
dates should be Dutch treat and that the girls in 
each college ought to get together and formally agree to 
insist on paying their own way when they go out with 
men. 
Well, the first objection is in. 
Brookline, Massachusetts. 


And it is from a man in 
He writes: 

“If a chap did not have to scurry about frantically to 
beg, borrow or steal another ten-spot or so in order to 
assure his feminine inspiration a little better holiday 
than any other chap could, he would eventually not only 
become emasculated, but would be unable to exert his age- 
old prerogative, to which his lavish expenditure has by 
custom entitled him, of romantic endeavor at the delight- 
ful evening’s end. 

“Or maybe that is an old Peruvian custom.” 

Will girls remain silent under this allegation that their 
favors must be bought and paid for, that the consent to 


pet is quid pro quo? R. J. W. 
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The Connoisseur 


. Axe when you speak of white 

+ wines,” continued the eager 
young man to his enraptured listeners, 
“mention Chablis with baited breath. 
There, gentlemen, is a wine!” 

One elderly gentleman spoke up, 
“Don’t you think, Sir, that Rhine wine 
too, has its merits?” 

“Say, listen,” replied the other, 
“there’s only one Rhine wine worth 
its salt, and that’s Liebfrauenmilch. 
But personally, I'd swop you all the 
Rhine wines, all your Sauternes and Beastly Rimes 
Barsac, yes, even all your Moselles, 
for one tiny glass of Chateau | The Bull 
d’Yquem. Certain soidisant experts The bull, poor thing, has always 
claim it’s only a vin de liqueur, but to . 
me it’s the nectar of the gods. And 
that reminds me, boys, I’m thirsty.” 


been a 
Matinée idol of the arena 
Who gets the everlasting stufhing 
So saying, he went. Knocked out of him despite his 
“Education sure is a _ powerful bluffing. 
thing,’ remarked an old gray beard Human bulls are much like that, 
in the corner. “I’ve known that lad Mostly metallic under the hat. 
for twenty odd years or more and a Out in the world they love to 
simpler lad you couldn’t have found. roar 
Then he runs away and joins th | At home the wife is the matador. 
Coast Guards and now, goldern it, GeorGe Mircr.eLy 
there’s no holdin’ him!” 











—R. Deane 
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Rough Stuff 


Some of the roughest crossings 
aren't over the ocean. They're over 
the railroad tracks. 


Florida is famous for two fountains: 
The Fountain of Youth and the Grape- 
fruit. 


A Scotchman and a friend both ran 
out of cigarettes. So they decided to 
walk a mile for a pack of Camels. 
The Scotchman lost the race. 


ScENE Highway out of Florida. 

Motorist—Why are you examining 
my baggage? 

Inspector—For the fruit fly. 

Motorist—You won't find any in 
those bottles. 


All the Mexican has to do when he 
wants to die for his country is to get 
elected President. 


“You say he has parrot fever. What 
should I do?” 
“Try to keep him quiet.” 
-R. C. O'Brien 


“Well, d’ya think they’d take me if I took off the mustache?” 
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Everybody thinks a lot of you, Homer, 
and we'd hate to have anything hap- 
pen.” 














Mertz tried to smile. ‘Thanks, 
Fred. It’s mighty good of you to come 
in like this and show such interest. 
Now that you mention it, I guess I 
haven't felt very peppy the last few 
weeks.” 





























Soon afterward Gillop put on his 
hat. “Well,” he said, “good-by, old 
man. Hope you ll soon be better.” He 
shook hands with the other and de- 
parted. 


























A few minutes later he was speak- 
ing to the manager of the Presto In- 
surance Company, not far from the 
office he had left. 

















“I’ve landed another one by my 
ultra-modern sales method,” Gillop 








“Say, what’s the idea of having that sign so low?” 





Improved Method 


“Well, well!” exclaimed Homer 
Mertz as Fred Gillop came into his 
office. “This is an unexpected pleas- 
ure, old man. What are you doing 
now, anyway?” 

“Oh, I’m in the selling game,” Gil- 
lop replied evasively. “Just thought 
I'd call around and see how you feel 
now. Somebody or other was telling 
me you had a bad cold not long ago, 
and sometimes, you know 

“Oh, I’m all right,’ Mertz said 
heartily. “Never felt better in my 
life.” 

“That so? Well, I’m sure glad to 
hear it, Homer, because I thought 
from your looks maybe you weren't 
very well. You're pretty pale, old 
man, and there are dark rings under 
your eyes. Losing weight, too, aren't 
you?” 

“Why, I don’t know,” Mertz said 
thoughtfully. “Haven't weighed my- 
self for a long time, but——’” 





“If I were you,” interrupted Gil- 
lop, “I’d take more exercise, Homer, 
and abstain from liquor and tobacco. 
Those things are hard on a man when 
he’s in a weakened condition. And get 
plenty of fresh air. Try to build 
yourself up. ... By the way, do you 
ever have pains after a heavy meal?” 

“Sometimes,” Mertz admitted. ““That 
doesn’t mean anything, does it?” 

Gillop looked serious. “I hope not, 
old man, but you’d better take good 
care of yourself. Don’t work too hard. 





“It gets more attention that way: 











said. “Homer Mertz will be in pretty 
soon, and I think he’ll want about a 
$25,000 policy.” 

—QOrmonp Rossins 
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An All-Star He-and-She joke—as the movies would do it. 
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HE Plymouth appears to be the 
only theatre in New York that 
numbers on its staff a set of pro- 
fessional cheer-leaders. Who they are 
and from what college Arthur Hop 
kins got them, I don’t know, but I'll 
say that they are extremely proficient 


and certainly earn their money. For 
the last five or six now—but 
especially in the last two—they have 
managed to work up such demonstra- 
tions on opening nights as to make an 
audience subsequently wonder whether 
it has been in a theatre or at a foot- 
ball game, bull fight or the interment 
services over Nathan. 
No matter what the quality of the 
play or performance, the cheer-lead- 
ers, adroitly scattered among the cus 
tomers, start things going and by the 
time ten o'clock around the 
Plymouth needs only a lot of raccoon 
coats and some whiskey flasks to make 
it indistinguishable from the stadium 
at dear old Millsaps. 

Although my memory may not be, 
entirely accurate on the point, I seem 
to remember that the cheering section 
technique was introduced at the Plym- 
outh when John Barrymore first 
showed himself there under the Hop- 
kins management. Every time John 
got to the end of one of Shakespeare's 
lines and scratched his nose with the 
high satisfaction of a job well accom- 
plished, the yelling, stamping and 
general hullaballoo of approbation 
shook the rafters. And from that day 
on, whether it was a Barrymore who 
occupied the stage or merely a grand 
piano with some tulips on it, the Yale 
Bowl form of criticism has persisted. 
This season has given us some further 
fetching instances. During Walter 
Huston’s performance in “The Com- 
modore Marries,” the cheering got to 
be so loud that Fred Muschenheim, 
manager of the Hotel Astor, who lives 
near the Plymouth, was shaken out of 
his bed and fractured a rib. When 
“The Channel Road” was put on and 
the stadium crowd actually heard a 
German actor speak with a German 
accent, the excitement grew so in 
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tense and the yelling so great that 
Shubert hurried from his office 
around the corner in the belief that 
the reports of Salvini’s death had 
been premature and that maybe 
Lucien Guitry, too, hadn’t succumbed 
to what had been rumored to be a 
fatal And the other night 
when a woman named Wil- 
liams, whose name really appears in 
the Social Register, recited some lines 
in a divertissement by Donald Ogden 
Stewart called “Rebound,” the racket 
mounted to the proportions of a per- 
formance of “‘Feuersnot” during the 
Battle of Jutland. You couldn’t even 
hear Robert Benchley laugh. 
Meanwhile, you could have heard a 
pin drop over at the Guild Theatre, 
where Alfred Lunt was playing, or at 


Lee 


illness. 
young 


the National, where Arthur Byron 
was playing, or at the Playhouse, 
where Grace George, whose name 


isn't in the Social Register, was never- 
theless doing something that comes 
under the head of acting. 

Why Arthur Hopkins, one of our 
intelligent and_ thor- 
oughly worth-while producers, should 
encourage such peculiar monkeyshines 
is something I can’t make out. He, 
who done so many really fine 
things in the theatre and has handled 
so many really capable actors and ac- 
tresses, must—if I understand him at 
all—hide his head in embarrassment 
over the spectacle of audiences so in- 
discriminately cheapening the valu- 
able tribute of commendation. 

“Rebound” is a weak little comedy, 
every now and then enlivened by a 
comical and amusing line. It con- 
tains, too, a very well managed scene, 
modeled after an episode in “Bur- 
lesque,” and a periodic air of engag- 
ing nonchalance. But neither it nor 
its performance calls for anything 
more, at most, than a polite tapping 
of palms. Donn Cook and Robert 
Williams give good accounts of them- 
selves, the latter being especially ef- 
fective. Miss Williams, the cheered 
star of the occasion, manages with her 
dry demeanor to do justice to Stew- 
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most modest, 


has 
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art’s comic lines, but when emotion is 
called for she reveals herself still to 
be an amateur of amateurs. 

So I think I'll buy a box of throat 
lozenges and go around and yell my- 
self hoarse at Butler Davenport or 
Henry Hull. 


* ” * 


Trives my colleague, Mr. Gilbert 

Seldes: “All through the first 
two acts of ‘The Boundary Line’ | 
had the feeling that it was really a 
better play than it seemed. When the 
third act brought excitement, vigor 
and passion, I was justified.” As all 
through the interminable first act I 
had the feeling that it was a very bad 
play and no better than it seemed, I 
couldn't bring myself to hang around 
longer, so if excitement, vigor and 
passion strangely got into it after I 
had gone to bed, you'll have to take 
somebody's else word for it. 

That first act persuaded me—per- 
haps erroneously—that Mr. Burnet, 
the author, was on this occasion a dull 
hand at dramaturgy, at characteriza- 
tion, at dialogue and at the handling 
of a theme touched with symbolism. 
Neither his writing nor his imagina 
tion up to twenty minutes of ten 
showed a trace of quality, and my old 
clairvoyant powers couldn’t see any 
thing better in what was to follow. I 
may have been wrong but, even after 
reading some of my confréres’ re- 
ports, I still have the impertinence to 
doubt it. No subsequently good play 
ever had a first act like this one. A 
playwright doesn’t suddenly become a 
genius just as it is time for an audi- 
ence to go home. 


* * * 


Je atuanine CoRNELL, an actress 
of very considerable talent, con- 
tinues to cheapen her gifts in trashy 
plays. Her latest appearance is in 
something called ‘““Dishonored Lady,” 
by the authors of the dismal dose of 
mush entitled “Jenny.” It is not worth 
criticism and Miss Cornell should be 
thoroughly ashamed of herself. 
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BIOGRAPHICAL REMINISCENCES OF FAMOUS COLLEGIANS 
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Richard Wagner, ’43, becomes leader of the University of Umsala Lute Club 
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Motto of the Spanish Inquisition: 
“Remember the maim!” 
Tyson ALLEN, 
U. of Chattanooga ’31 


The secretary of the American As- 
sociation for Old Age Security says 
about 2,000,000 persons in the United 
States more than sixty-five years old 
are partly or wholly 
others. 

"Tis fate. 
just can’t get out. 


dependent on 
Some undergraduates 


Bos HEILMAN, 
U. of Washington ’29 





Gretchen thinks vitaphones are 
what we get by eating spinach. 
Pau Lvy, 


U. of Oregon "30 


Maid (to plumber )—And next time 
you come, don’t forget yourself ! 
Houuey J. Smiru, 
U. of Wisconsin 731 


The motto of the average modern 
family seems to be “Keep the home 
farce burning!” 

—A. Breep, 
Trinity *31 





L 


Says Oscar Dus to Freppie Fisatre (during an excam)—Can yuh 
work with a fella lookin’ over yer shoulder? 


—F. N. Beaven, Wabash ’29 
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“Come on, Bernares,” urged Al- 
lahabad the “let’s 
make rupee.” 

—GuRNEY WILLIAMS, JR., 
U. of Mich. ’31 


counterfeiter, 


Campus Pests 
Every campus has its play boy, 
Stunted mentally at six; 
Just a simple-minded, gay boy, 
Fond of hazing, full of tricks. 


He’s a sadist, with a paddle 
And a missionary zeal, 

Who will make the frosh skedaddle, 
Or belabor till they squeal. 


He invites a quick dispersal, 
At his coming few remain; 
For he gives a universal, 
Fervent and deep-seated pain. 
—Trp Go.tpsmiTH, 
Columbia ’30 


We can’t wait until someone’s new 
Cord is stolen, so we can mumble 
something about the “Lost Cord.” 

—ARTHUR SILVERBLATT, 
Harvard ’30 


True to Type 


Boy Friend—lI've a friend I'd like 
you girls to meet. 
Athletic Girl—What can he do? 
Chorus Girl—How much has he? 
Literary Girl—What does he read? 
Society Girl—Who are his family? 
Religious Girl—What church does 
he belong to? 
College Girl—Where is he? 
—James O’DonNELL, 
U. of Notre Dame ’53 











“Say, Pete, what’s the chance of us getting a night off to attend a seance?” 
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A Loose ConNEcTION 
Rapio Soprano-Hater—No, leave her on—she sounds as though 
she’s strangling / 





Residents have complained so of speakeasy parties ringing the 
wrong bell, the wooden-figure idea has been revived. 
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AUDGING™ BOOKS 


Wim his “The Woman of An- 

dros,” Thornton Wilder, saddest 
of our young writers, marks time as 
headman of the classico-culture 
school this side of Paris. There is no 
intent to sling a tar brush when we 
insist this gentle little book seems to 
be blood relative with the stories in 
his “Bridge of San Luis Rey” and 
that it were better had it been snug- 
gled in the great warm bosom of that 
work, safe from the cold winds of a 
world which looks for deathlessness 
in everything starred authors do. But 
as it stands, this tragedy of a painted 
lady of ancient Greece, her sister put 
in a Big Way by a playbey and an 
ending like an old-time Biograph, 
seems no advance on Wilder’s earlier 
work, 

The book lacks that magic frame- 
work which Wilder, the showman, 
throws about whatever he does: the 
mystic masonry of the “Cabala”’ (his 
best book) and that collapsible struc- 
ture at San Luis Rey. But it has 
Wilder’s great sympathy for human 
despair; his sensing of the unbridge- 
able chasm between humans and their 
feeble attempts to throw their cries of 
love across it. It has his calm, wis- 
dom and stoical weeping. In one way 
Wilder would seem to be Marcus 
Aurelius with just a dash of* Sara 
Teasdale. But however we slice him, 
we're just wild about Wilder. 

Incidentally your favorite critic has 
been throwing himself about with rav- 
ings against the young post-war gloom 
thickeners, and now you find him 
praising young melancholia. How 
come? This: it is Wilder’s genius for 
writing pain and sentiment as_ the 
gods feel it that separates him from 
just young frustration. 


Should you stumble on a frantic 
hundred-and-fifty pounder at Madi- 
son and Forty-eighth Street booing 
unheeding passersby; or if later in 
the day you should come on him 
pounding on bars, rudely accosting 
lady shoppers, insulting traffic cops 
and generally making himself painful 
around town, that would be us ex- 
pressing ourself against him who 
hasn’t read Dashiell Hammett. That 
twenty-minute hard-boiled boy has 
swept all the dilettante and drawing- 
room detecatiffs with their tiddledy- 
wink, card trick and cross-word puz- 
zle mysteries out of Crime Hall and 
dragged in a free-for-all instead. 

He writes with a lead-pipe and 
poisoned arrows as coups de grace. 














He stands alone as ace_ shocker. 
Hereafter even S. S. Van Dine must 
lower his monocle, cough up the en- 
cyclopedia and eat some humble pie. 

We paeaned Hammett’s “Red 
Harvest” till we went blue in the 
face and other publishers offered us 
bribes to lay off and give their titti- 
vators a break. It was the pearl of 
underworld stories, and suggested the 
nice idea that the way to exterminate 
killers would be to let them slaughter 
themselves off. Then came “The 
Dain Curse,” a love-cult mystery, 
overloaded with plot but 90 per cent 
pure bonanza. And now “The Mal- 
tese Falcon,’ a button-button-who’s- 
got-the-faleon? of San Francisco. 

It is everything you want. The 
conventional ingredients of the typi- 
cal guess-who are there but so 
handled as to bring on maximum 
blood pressure. The characters are 
hard, hatable and out of _ police 
headquarters family albums. Sam 
Spade, the private dick, is harder 
than Hammett himself. The writing 
is better than Hemingway; since it 
conceals not softness but hardness. 
It is the “Broadway” of mysteries 
and should have been chosen by a 
book club. Still unconvinced? Well, 
it’s swell. 


They say P. G. Wodehouse always 
rewrites the same story, not bothering 
to change the clothes of his sappy 
dramatis personae, but merely giving 
them new monickers. These horrible 
faults are present to a loathsome de- 
gree in his newest bangle of short 
screams, t’wit, “Mr. Mulliner Speak- 
ing.” Well, what of it! The book’s 
a cuckoo. God bless Mr. Wodehouse! 


Pardon us a few sprigs of rasp- 
berry. After all, we aren’t completely 
the critical cheer leader. Nor natu- 
rally are we a boo critic. Corey 
Ford’s and Jean Bruller’s “21 De- 
lightful Ways of Committing Suicide” 
is a masochistic dud, about as funny 
as a newspaper obit; several Bruller 
drawings being without excuse. Aaron 
Mare Stein’s “Spirals” blurts the 
story of a group of light-minded 
Princeton gnomes who take their 
Stravinsky, Brancussi, Spengler and 
themselves straight. Maxwell Boden- 
heim’s “Bringing Jazz,’ a shuck o’ 
poems, is a sort of Greenwich Village 
hangover, with Bodenheim offering 
any of the jingles to a composer who 
will set them to music. Boy, run out, 
get a pound of firecrackers and a 
kazoo and Mr. George Antheil. 


—Terp SHANE 
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Sue—Anybody would think that I was nothing but a cook in this 


household! 


He—Not after eating a meal here! 
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Eliminating the brutality. 
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“HOW ABOUT SOMETHING NICE 
IN A DESTROYER, SIR?” 
| HAVE received a circular from the 
Navy League offering for sale, at 
greatly reduced prices, a large assort- 
ment of slightly used submarines and 


destroyers. Here are a few choice 
bargains: 
U. S. Destroyer “Kidder,” 


built 1921—1,051 Tonnage, 33.9 
knots speed, 4 4-in. guns. 

U. S. Destroyer “Flusser,” 
built 1920—1,051 Tonnage, 34.8 
knots speed, 4 4-in. guns. 


R-21, R-22, R-23, ete., built 
1919—462 Tonnage, 14 knots, 


1 3-in. gun. 

The average prices are about three 
cents a ton, I should say, but I’m not 
going to lose my head and dash into 
this thing and buy something I don’t 
want. I’m going to give the matter 
due thought. 

Of course there are a lot of things 
done with a navy of 
one’s own. I might get a few of the 
older boats and revive the Spanish- 
American War. In modern 
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naturally. Or I might pull a fast 
one, corner the market and _ sell 


Switzerland a navy. Come to think 
of it, that idea’s out. I heard only 
the other day Switzerland was order- 
ing a bevy o’ battleships from the 
Old Town Canoe Co. 

In any case I may buy myself one 
sub, an admiral’s uniform, an island 
in the Mediterranean and set myself 
up as a world power. Then I'll at- 
tend the Disarmament Conference 
and in a dramatic moment stand up, 
snap my fingers and offer to scrap 
my navy or Carnera, if the rest of the 
powers will do the same. 

* * * 
Speaking of disarmament, here are 


some Hihat recommendations: ‘To 
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get all Roxy ushers back into mufti. 
... To force girls to throw away their 
lipsticks and compacts. . . . To remove 
Grover Whalen’s mustache wax... . 
To valspar all the scratches on the 
War Office desks. . . . To put the word 
“Obey” back in the marriage cere 
mony 
all: to eliminate the rank of Second 
Lieutenant. 


Phoney Game 
Of all the 


sports they are perpetrating round 
town when the hostess begins sucking 
her thumbs for something to do this 
would appear Ultima Foolish: A pot 
is made up, each one contributing so 
much. Then, working from left to 
right, the first person chooses a phone 
exchange,—Chelsea, Bogardus, Wick- 
ersham, ete. The next in turn an- 
nounces a digit, as do the following 
three until a full phone number has 
formed, such as, Wicker- 
sham 4150. Whereupon the next-in- 
line must go to the phone, call that 
number and engage him or herself in 
conversation with the party who an- 
The conversation may be on 
any subject usually discussed by gen- 
tlefolk in gentle society. Usually it 
won't be, of course. Anyway an offi- 
cial timer will take the time elapsing 
from the moment the phoner calls up 
and hangs up. And so on, till each 
player has launched a conversation. 
At game’s end the various times are 
compared and the best time takes the 
kitty. Wrong numbers and “No an- 
swers’’ count the unfortunate player 
out. 

Oh, well, it takes very little to 
amuse the kiddies. My only wish is 
that all the intellectual giants who 
play the game have to call Spring 
3100. It’s Police Headquarters. 


hihatrocious indoor 


been say, 


swers. 


Saks Appeal 


There’s a new fashion in good-will 
sales appeal hereabouts that threatens 
to disrupt our whole social structure. 
First the department stores, then the 
hotels, and now the cab com- 
panies have instituted a Telephone 
Cordiality. I didn’t mind it at first 
when Saks & Co. called me about my 
bill and started with a pleasant “Saks 
& Co. Gooood morning!” and not so 


even 


long ago a hotel operator said, ‘“Mer- 
ry Christmas! 


Hotel Ambassador 
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Annex!” But when a taxi company 
rang and “Checka-Cab—good 
aftahnoon—whereinhell do ya wancha 
cab brung!” I choked a little. 

Where is it all going to end? I can 
see the day not far off when I'll have 
to ask the taxi driver, ““How did your 
Aunt Mamie Mandelbaum’s operation 
come out?” before I can get him to 
take me fifteen blocks to go three. 

While for the big hotels and the 
Saks & Co.’s the ultimate fashion will 
be a throwback to the oldtime country 
hotel and crossroads general store. 
They'll probably put big pot-bellied 
stoves in the middle of their lobbies 
and stores, at which all salesfolk, 
drummers, customers and which-whats 
will congregate midst the cracker 
barrels, and swap the gossip of this 
town of ours. 


said, 


Hihattractions 


Kathryn Hereford, cutie-of- 
the-week, in Fred Stone’s “Rip- 
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NEW TELEPHOWE 
GAMBLING GAME 


cut around. Note the old-time bar- 
ber prints around the place. 

Folks who haven’t had a sandwich 
named after them. . . . Whalen’s still 
staggering traffic plans, including new 
Columbus Circle one-way lanes. .. . 
The salesgals at Macy’s, who look as 
tho they luckily missed Vassar, being 
too pretty and human to be tainted 
by the chilling hand of ed-u-ca-ty-on. 
. .. The Newsreel Theatre, on B’way, 


7) 


good for a laugh a week, if not from 


the screen from the brighter cus- 
tomers. ... “The Farmer’s Letter to 
the President,’ Bob Miller’s Bruns 


wick disk, which puts the goldanged 
relief problem square up to you, Mis- 
ter Hoover. ... “Chorus of Canaries,” 
by Joe Belmont’s Group of Real 
Feathered Songsters, a Columbia 
disk: just the thing to listen to while 
recuperating from _ psittacosis. .. . 
The Hihat “What Is a Typical Col- 
lege Man?” Contest, which 
March 15th. Hurry, hurry! 


closes 


Best Steppers 


“The Woman in the Shoe’—Jesse 
Sta fford—Brunswick. 

“The One Girl” and “West Wind” 
—Ben Bernie—Brunswick. 

“She Chills Me”’—Chic Scoggin— 
Brunswick. 

“Navy Blues” and 
Hal Kemp—Brunswick. 

“"Tain’t No Sin” and “Funny, 
Dear, What Love Can Do”—Selvin— 
Columbia. 

“Soon” and “Strike Up the Band” 
—Red Nichols—Brunswick. 

“What If I Do?” and “Wipe “Em 
Off’—Seven Gallon Jug Band—Co- 
lumbia. 


“Romance” — 


—Jupar, Jr. 
















ples” .. . The Brunswick-Balke Yy 

indoor automatic bowling alley, A 
. . . . {Z 4 7 

using regulation size duck-pins Mp 





which are set up electrically. 
Cultivate your own German ac- 
cent and brew your own muscle 
developer. The engraved 
cards sent by Tiffany’s announc- 
ing that your watch has been re- 
paired and will you be present 
at the ceremony of returning it. 
. . . Peter Arno’s caricature of 
Barney Gallant.... The De 
Zemler Tonsorial Parlors in the 
N. Y. Central Bldg. where a 
haircut doesn’t look as if a bowl 
had been put over your head and 


Wy 
, 
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WILL SAK'S & @ BESME So GRDIAL CATHE 
PHONE “THAT “THEY'LL REVERT “6 “THE OL’ PST Berry 
STNE OF THE CROSSROADS GENERAL STORE 7~ 
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As soon as the parachute catches, turn it off slow. Bert!” 
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HAVE seen at least half a dozen 
Junior League and home talent 
stock company performances of 


“Duley,” so it was a pleasant surprise 
to see the adult and amusing version 
of it that King Vidor has done. The 
title has changed to “Not So 
Dumb”’ in fool but the 
lines are practically intact, and with 
the exception of the leading lady the 
cast is perfect. When the millennium 
comes and you can put a nickel in a 
slot and get a share of National City 
preferred, when beer is piped into 
every apartment house, the directors 
and owners of movies will be making 
but When all is 


said and done, I imagine the old Sen- 


been 


order to us, 


nothing comedies. 
nett comedies, the Chaplin and early 
Fairbanks and the Griffith 
will rank as the only artistic contribu- 


classics 


tion our age has made to civilization. 
“Not So Dumb” may not be as effec- 
tive as the play, and it may not be 
great art, but it is very funny. After 
weeks of emasculated sex theses and 
horrible dancing and gurgling done in 
the effect that Mr. Donald 
Ogden Stewart had on me when he 
started to play “guess who” was al- 
most fatal. Marion Davies muffed a 
part made famous by Lynn Fontanne, 
but even so I didn’t mind it. She was 
a bit too girlish and she trimmed the 
Connelly-Kaufman satire down to a 


colors, 


dull edge, but she had too many peo- 
ple around her to retard the general 
effect for me. 

I have been almost embarrassingly 
enthusiastic about King Vidor’s abil 
itv, but regardless of his past epics he 
ranks ace high with this department 
because of his comedies. “The Patsy,” 


“Show Folks” and the present talk- 
ing movie include the only light 


mov ies he has made in several years, 
and not one of them misses fire. He 
might have found a more subtle come- 
dienne than Miss Davies, but he made 
up for that by casting Mr. Stewart 
as a pleasant and slightly bawdy luna- 
tic. I have been trying for years to 
put my finger on Mr. Stewart, so to 
speak. He writes amusingly, yet 


= 
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By 
PARE LORENTZ 


never with enough verve and depth to 
be accounted a ranking satirist. He 
gives pleasant monologues, yet they 
are not as funny as Mr. Benchley’s; 
he gives a pleasing impression on the 
But one 
glimpse of the shrewd smile on his 


stage, vet he is not an actor. 


face as he furnishes accompaniment 
for the scenario writer in the funniest 
situation in the play explains every 
thing. He is a pleasant and slightly 
bawdy lunatic, and I hope he is never 
given any other kind of work to do 
either in the movies or his own plays. 

I don’t imagine you'll have as much 
fun at “Not So Dumb” as I had, but 
don’t write any dirty notes about it, 
because Mr. Vidor and his assistants 
saved a week for me and I am duly 
erateful. 


I’ vou have any feeling for music 

(and of course if you haven’t you 
might as well pay the check, because 
we're not on the same psychic plane), 
there 


is no point in discussing the 


highly publicized fact that “The 
Rogue Song’’ furnishes a Metropoli- 
tan singer. All the tenors in the 


world could not have made the movie 
fun for me simply because the record 
ing machinery of the movies is so far 





Recommended 


“Applause” —The mera work overshadow 

‘ eak plot 

“Hallelujah”—The outstanding movie of an 
xperimental season 

“Hell’s Heroes”—An_ old-fashioned movie 
vith dialogue, done with surprising effect 
“Not So Dumb”—The only good comedy in 
months, with Don Stewart and Marion Davies 
“Paris Bound”—Ann Harding polishes a pol- 
hed part 

“Seven Days’ Leave’’—A Barrie comedy lifted 
to high spirits by the talented Beryl Mercer 
“Seven Keys to Baldpate’—They did all you 


yuld ask; hired a good comedian and presented 
1¢ original dialogue 


“Street of Chance” 
ood exhibition of 
curate 
ambling 


William 
Rothstein's 
atmospheric 


Powell gives a 
ghost in an 
movie of big-time 


S 


Re 


“Taming of the Shrew” 
slapstick, with the usual 


Old-style 
superior 


Fairbanks 
mounting 


“The Vilage of Sin” 


Russia in a long while 


The best effort from 
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from even the perfection of the pho- 
tography that you get only a vague 
impression of what operatic singing 
would be like if you went to the opera. 
Tibbett is not as awful in 
dramatic harness as most of his com- 


Lawrence 


patriots (I’m sure you've heard those 
shorts by Schipa and the boys that all 
but bite their order to 
register love), but at that he ranks 
somewhere down in the Gary Cooper- 
Richard Arlen league of chin thrust- 


heroines in 


ers. 

“The Rogue Song” is adapted from 
an operetta called “Gypsy Love.” It 
is in color. It has some low and not 
too funny comedy. It is for 
me to take my music in such an abor 
form, so I will leave it at that. 
If you are surrounded with radios and 
fox-trots, it might be something of a 
relief to hear a noisy reproduction of 
Lehar’s music. Personally, I doubt it. 


agony 


tive 


“ Bvesine Up” revives a plot that 
died somewhere about the time 
of Barney Oldfield. Richard Arlen 


is still undecided as to whether he 
should pull himself together and try 
to act or just walk around and glare 
at the cameraman, so he doesn’t do 
much to put life in the old plot. In 
you interested, it’s the one 
about the racing driver who decides at 


case are 
the last moment to win a race instead 
of taking a bribe for a loss. There is 
a banker, a girl and, I think, a vil- 
lain in the story. 


[ue BatrrLe or Paris” is a snaré 
and a delusion. According to 


the program, it was directed by Monte 
Bell and presented by Gertrude Law 
rence and Charles Ruggles. I have 
heard that it has been kicking around 
Philadelphia and places like that for 
months, and after seeing it I can un 
derstand why all concerned 
should be anxious to keep it quiet. 
The woman in the play looks some- 
thing like Gertrude Lawrence, and 
there are one or two moments when 
the story makes sense, but that is all. 
As a matter (Continued on page 32) 


those 








Another American Tragedy 


Ts great popular novelist had come 

to the crowning effort of his career. 
He was going to give to the world a 
book of burning love that would live 
forever. 

On a little tropical island, far from 
the paths of ships and the haunts of 
men, he had built a cabin and stocked 
it with provisions. Here, in a paradise 
of flowers and sunshine, he would ob- 
tain that blissful state of seclusion so 
necessary to sustained creative 
thought. The novel was going to be a 
wow. 

Far away on the horizon a rapidly 
disappearing trail of smoke marked 
the departure of the ship which had 
brought him to his haven of solitude. 
He watched it until it had vanished. It 
would not return for six months. 

Lovingly he unpacked the new type- 
writer he had brought along, inserted 
a clean sheet of paper and plunged 
into his task. For several moments 
there was no sound in that vast still- 
ness save the clatter of the keys. 

Suddenly that stopped. A look of 
horror came into his eyes. The color 
fled from his face. He slumped for- 
ward in his folding chair and groaned. 

After a time he arose and walked 
unsteadily to the brow of a nearby 
cliff. Far, far below he could see the 
waves breaking madly against the foot 
of the precipice and the fins of sharks 
circling in the blue waters. He 
clenched his fists. It was the only 
way out. 

Shuddering he returned to his type- 
writer and for some moments searched 
frantically about the keyboard. Alas! 
The search was fruitless. Sobbing, he 
tied the heavy instrument to his neck- 
tie. 

Thus encumbered, he staggered 
back to the cliff’s edge. Then with a 
wild scream of despair he plunged 
outward and downward to the wait- 
ing sharks. 

Some nitwit in the typewriter fac- 
tory had forgotten to put the asterisk 
on the machine. 


“I feel so safe with the children here. Away from 
the horses and automobiles.” 











Asta KaGowaNn 


With Delicatessen Fillings 


Even though the modern wife 
doesn’t make bread like mother used 





to make, she makes more sandwiches. 











Another thing that prohibition’s 
done for us, it’s taken the drunkards 
out of the saloons and put them in the 
salons. 





Lucky Strikes are good for timid 
people. Smoke them and you won't 
be afraid of your own shadow. “Lover, come back to me.” 
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Every day 
traordinary 


curious and ex- 
played at Auc- 
tion and Contract Bridge. 
there is a single bridge-player in the 
world who is so bad that he 
been buttonholed by some 
forced to listen to the harrowing de 
tails of a hand that was thrown for a 
loss of five hundred points, when any 
player with merely the brains of a 
rabbit could have made the 


many 
deals are 


has not 
friend and 


game and 


rubber. If you know of some such 
hand and fear that the urge to inflict 
it upon your friends will be irresist 


ible, I am ready 
sacrifice 


to offer my self as a 
in the line of duty. Should 
the hand possess any outstanding fea 
ture in the 


way of bidding or play, 


good or bad, it will appear in a serics 
of Judge Bridge Hands, starting in 


this issue. 


To make the 


crime” is 


“punishment fit the 
as difficult now as it was in 
the days of Gilbert and Sullivan, but 
with Contract Bridge in vogue we are 


doing very thank you. 


At the Stuyvesant Bridge Club of 
New York one misplay resulted in a 
loss of 12,090 points ! 

It might appear that the bidding 
had something to do with this terrific 
cataclysm, but on the part of the 
losers at least there was no lapse in 
that phase of the With one 
to the good and not even a “ 
lash” to mar the even tenor of natural 
distribution, Mrs. J. Warren Morse. 
sitting vis-a-vis to Mr. Morse, dealt 


nicely, 


game. 


yame gou 


@#j);98 
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>10 7 
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ce and answer questions 
addressed envelopes for reply. 
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tamped 





30th West and 
Contract players 
fond of 


in the South position. 
East were 
and East was particularly 
taking deep finesses. 


snappy 


Mrs. Morse opened the Auction 
with two Diamonds and West over- 
called with two Hearts. Mr. Morse 


jumped to five Clubs, effectually shut- | 
a Spade bid from East, but | 


ting out 
Mrs. Mors« 
Trumps. 

West and North passed, East dou- 
bled and South redoubled, securing 
the declaration at six No Trumps re- 
doubled. 

The original 
West's overcall 
North 
Clubs. 
likely be 


deceive the 


ventured to six No 


Demand bid and 
were both sound, but 
was a bit brash with his five 
While the bid could very 
made, it was quite certain to 
partner, as it did! 
ing a trick in partner’s hand, 
must be the Ace of Spades, South’s 
for the Small Slam and subs« 
quent redouble were not open to criti 
Had West opened the Queen 


of Hearts, the conventional lead on a 


Figur 
which 


chance 


cism. 


hand void of re-entries, the slam 
would have been easy. West, how 
ever. craftily led the six of Spades 


and East made a bad faur pas in r 
fusing to put up the Ace. The 
of the ten permitted South to win 
with the singleton King, and only the 
game limitations prevented Declarant 
from taking in fifteen tricks. 


finesse 


Scoring 


840 for tricks, 750 for small slam, 
700 for game and 600 for bonus, gave 


the winners a total of 2,890 points. 
If East had properly gone up with 
the Ace of Spades, bringing down the 


cold King, a Heart lead to the part 
ner’s declaration would have been in | 
order. West would have won, re- 


turned the Spade, and 
finessing proclivity 
pampered. 

After the Spade deluge, the remain 
ing Heart through the singly guarded 
King would have been good for thir 
teen tricks! The resultant penalty of 
9,200 points, added to the 2,890 
scored by the adversaries, would show 
the gigantic loss on one misplay of 
12,090 points. 


now East’s 


could be safely 
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BRIDGE 
FOR TWO 


Just “SHim” and You 
Milton C. Work 


makes it a real game with his 
new rules and card racks. 
Only $1.25 


MY R. Work’s master mind has ironed 

the kinks out of two-handed 

Bridge and evolved racks that hold 

the Dummy hands perfectly. Makes 

Honeymoon Bridge as snappy a game 

as a foursome. Work’s new rules and 
racks, complete 
for 


ao 


ONLY 


$1.25 


At your dealer's, or 
we wil] mail it post- 
paid if he can't supe 
ply you. 


Helpful Pamphlets for Bridge 
Players 

If you want to learn Contract, send for 
Mr. Work’s authoritative explanation 
of “The Main Differences Between 
Contract and Auction.” It is FREE. 
If you want to play better Auction, 
send for “‘Easy Lessons in Auction 
Bridge”’ . 128 pages on expert bid- 
ding and play. 10c postpaid. 


THE U. S. PLAYING CARD CO. 
Dept. J-9, Cincinnati, U.S. A. 
or Windsor, Canada 


Sponsors of Bridge by Radio and Manufacturers of 


BICYCLE 


and CONGRESS 


PLAYING CARDS 
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FOR EYES OF 


YOUTH 


Dull, tired, bloodshot eyes can 
be made to look and feel 
much younger by a few ap- 
plications of Murine. It harm- 
lessly clears them up, brings 
back their sparkle, and causes 
them to feel fresh and invig- 


orated. 60c. Try it! 
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OF DAYTON, OHIO 


ELL OUT - AN AIRPLANE IN 
SULY 19429 AND LANDED ON A f 
ClLovuD. HE MADE TWENTY—SIxX 
TreiPs AROUND -THE 
HE WAS RESCUED 





WORLD BEFoRE 


e 
ee si Ane DOGWooD STUMP ON THE 





\ ANG (ule | 





iS THE NAME 





BR MBZO SLOSOBMBRVX PKLOVVOOVOOVOOP 


OF A WRINKLE IN THE Nose 
OF A KHAMCHATKAN FLEA. 


FARM OF BARIHOLEMEW PIPP 
OF ENID, OKLAHOMA BARKS LIKE 
A DOG WHENEVER A RABBIT PASSES. 


AUIS FIGURE WAS DRAWN WITHOUT 


“TAKING “THE PENGIL From He 
PAPE@. NO LINE GISECTS ANOTHER. 








An objection has been made to the 
use of “damn” and “hell” in radio 
broadcasting. There is enough of that 


_ kind of language on the receiving end. 


Acme Radiator Furniture | 


bring beauty into your home and remove from | 
sight the ugliness of radiators. 


Acme protects walls and hangings from sooty 
clinging dirt, humidifies properly and will not 
interfere with heating system. 


Acme has made the radiator enclosure a piece 
of fine furniture that imparts to home surround- 
ings an atmosphere of dignity and warm 
livable beauty in addition to its utility value. 
Select a model that matches your furnishings 
and we will build the enclosure to fit your 
radiator and wall space exactly. 


See our display or write Department J. for 
further information. 


W. H. JOHNSON & SON CO. 
101 West 31st Street New York City 
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Sue—lI’ll say those lingerie advertising 
manikins earn their wages. 


Speaking of the 
there any chance of getting the 
League of Nations to take up the 
question of nasal reduction? 

—Dvusiin Opinion 


talking films, is 




















Nathan Recommends 


“June Moon” (Broadhurst)—A hugely amus- 
ing farce about the jitney Chopins of " Pan 
Alley. Ring Lardner and G Kaufman are 
the boys who turned out the excellent job 











~ 














“Strictly Dishonorable”’ (Avon)—A comedy 
fairy-tale about a New York speakeasy, very 
well acted and generally a droll affair. 












“Meteor” (Guild)—Despite periodic lapses, a 
humorous pictur of an egotist, the central 
role ably performed by Alfred Lunt. 












“Sweet Adeline” (Hammerstein)—Kern’s 








songs, an entertaining book and some admir 
able fooling by the M. Butterworth go to 
make it a gay evening 

“Sons o’ Guns” (Imperial)—Jack Donahue, 
the hoofing Will Rogers, and a nicely dresse« 
music show with some first-rate buffoonery 















“The First Mrs. 


Fraser” Playhouse) 







Grace George and a good company in a 
comedy about a retrieving wife, by 


“Strike Up the Band” (Times 
Bobby Clark and tw I 


of loud lau 





and a half hour 


















“Fifty Million Frenchmen” (Lyric)—Sor 
juicy low humor, together with some deft 
lyrics Cole Porter. 

“Street Scene” (Amba r)\—A_ Pulitzer 
prize winner that w not, despite the awa 


appoint 












“At the Bottom” (Wald Gorki’s master- 
piece “Night Refuge,” done nt t al 
ernacular In spite of certain incongruities 
n the use of the latter, the evening is worth 


Nathan Recommends with 
Reservations 
“It’s a Wise 


tomical 


lines, 


Child” (Belasc 


it it conta 


o)—Crude at 


some comical 





lar 







“Children of Darkness” (Biltmore) 
more adroitly written thar 
hereabouts, thoug 


too slow 


Muct 
erage pla 
pa € 


t ¢ av 
its dramati 





is mu 







“Bird in Hand” 


mpat $1 
ompany 


(Forrest)—Although a s« 
ow ailing it, much of 





still in 





r is evidence 





“Journey’s 


as 
’ 
wide 





End” (Miller 
critical endorseme 
coincide in the estin 


around and see what 


It |} received 
nt and, although I « ; 
ate of it, you might 
you 









go 





think 














Notes on Other Exhibits 


“Heads Up!” 
but Victor 


(Alvin) 
Moore n 


Routine music show, 


you. 





ay amuse 





“Many a Slip” (Littk Ch 
terned after “It's a Wise 
Sidr gives another 


formances in it. 


» stuff pat 
* but Sylvia 
very able pe 





eal 
ld,” 


ot hh 


ey 


















“Death Takes a Holiday” (Barrymore)—It 
is corrupted by a poor adaptation, but you 
may be a to read me of the merit of the 
Italian original into it here and there. 








t} 
time, 


“General John Regan” (Irish)—One of 
satirical comedies written 
a bad performance 


vest 


killed 





our 
by 






















“The Criminal Code” (National)—The play 
amounts to nothing, but if you are interested 
in excellent staging you may care to take a 
look. 

“Bitter-Sweet” (Shubert)—Evelyn Laye is 
worth the price, even if the show isn’t. 

“Rebound” (Plymouth)—Some intermittently 
amusing verbal fooling, but the play expir 
when it grows serious. 






“It’s a Grand Life” (Cort)—A rickety, feeble 








comedy, but Mrs. Fiske’s performance is a 
commendable one. 
“Ripples” (New Amsterdam)—The Four 


Stones in a divertissement for the very young 







“Topaze” (Music Box)—Its first act is amus- 
ing; thereafter it works largely in rubber 
stamps. 

“Nine-Fifteen Revue” (Cohan)—Very bad. 
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WORLD FOR MATERIALS, 
OF A NATION-WIDE TELEPHONE 


AND 
SYSTEM 











Tue Bell Telephone System shape ; the 
stuff of the earth to your communica- 
tion needs. It delves into the forces 
and methods that enable you to pro- 
ject your voice where you wish. It 
searches the world for the materials 
needed to put its discoveries at your 
command, and fashions them into 
the connected parts of a nation-wide 
system. 

It has dotted the nation with 
exchanges, and joined them and the 
connecting companies with the wires 
and cables which enable you to talk 
with anyone, anywhere. 

Each of the 24 operating companies 
of the Bell System is attuned 
to the needs of its area. Each 





is local to the people it 
serves and backed by national 


ON a> 
and | ® 










That time and distance 
may be subject to your voice 


An Advertisement of the American Telephone and Telegraph Company 


resources in research, methods and 
manufacture. Each has the services of 
the staff of the American Telephone 
and Telegraph Company, which is 
continually developing improvements 
in telephone operation. Each has the 
advantage of the specialized produc- 
tion of the Western Electric Company. 
This production embodies the results 
achieved by the scientific staff of the 
Bell Telephone Laboratories, one of 
the great industrial research institu- 
tions of the world. 

Your telephone company is in a 
position offer you the 
which you have today because the 
Bell System is organized to 
meet your growing communi- 


to service 








cation needs with increasing 
satisfaction and economy. 








We the 


issues of Judge listed below in order to 


are interested in purchasing 


complete our record files. 


1909: December 4 
1911: May 13 and 20 
1920: January 17 
If you know where these issues can be 
obtained, please write 
JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc. 
18 East 48th Street, New York City 
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BITTERS 


Use a Tablespoon ina 

Glass of Ginger Ale or 

Water. A Good Tonic 
and Palatable. 








Sample of Bitters by 
mail 25 cts. 


Cc. W. ABBOTT & CO. 
Baltimore, Md. 




















Infinitely... Greater 
Value 


At Tue DRAKE you will en- 
joy spacious quarters... 
beautifully furnished. A 
dining service internation- 
ally famous ...a quiet... 
restful location . . . and con- 
venient toall Loopactivities. 
Rates begin at $5 per day. 
Permanent Suites at Special 
Discounts. 


THE 


DRAKE 


HOTEL, CHICAGO 
Under Blackstone Management 


“AN ADDRESS OF DISTINCTION’ 


\ 





Half a ton of coal 
\ thousand pounds? We 


don't say that it isn’t, but we 
contend that Judge’s Humor 
ous Cross-Word Puzzle 
Book will make you ponder 
for a more unusual and un- 
expected answer. 

“Slate” that’s the word. 
And if you don’t believe it, 
your dealer is giving 
you a better break than we 


"JUDGE'S 
Cross-Word 
Puzzle Book 


Contains more than 6,000 humor- 
ously clever definitions which 
would make Noah Webster turn 
over in his grave. 


coal 











Edited by the staff of Judge, it 
is the original and only humor 
ous cross-word puzzle book on 
the market. It contains 50 of 
the best puzzles that have ever 
appeared in Jupce, with defini 
tions revised up to date 


Order Your Copy Now! 


You'll never | ¢ so much f or get 
so manv |! } c 








s anywhere for $ 





JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc. 
18 East 48th Street 
New York, N. Y. 
Deer Sirs 
r e send 


Cross ord Puzzle 


which I enclose $ 
Name 
Addres 


City 














Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 145 
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Submitted by Harold H. Langsdorf, Quantico, Va. 


Horizontal 


This is full of tick 

A wet blanket 

The limb that men forget 
What your nose did durir 
This picks up the news 
And still mors 

This usually precedes hell. 

Exist. 

To Manage somchow 

What we'll al! do sooner or later for what we're doing now 
An egotist’s opinion of himself. 

To put on a bad act. 

When this runs high you run low 

A bad place for ships to land 

What the gourmet did on Christmas eve 

An old-fashioned windup 

Subsists. 

In the end husbands always do this 

A typical corporation head 

An old life-boat 

Senior members as in a diplomatic corps. 

Before. 

The way she speak. 
Still at it 

A visible means of s 
Led on but slapped 
A short teddy 

This should satisfy anyone 

How a chorus girl makes up. 

It abbreviated. 

What little girls do at night before going to bed 
This will expose the calve 

The best after-dinner speeches 

What candy pullers pul! when they go fishing 

You'll have to use a lot of pull to get along with this 
There's @ point to this f aidup at the oper 

What a Scotch midget i 

What you'll be till the doctor comes 

This article is indefinite 

Thusly 

A kind of stinging line 

A glaas one looks good but 

You dress to kill for thi 

These are red in Russia 

he kind of skin an Ind 


Poor man's elevator 


g the rainy season 


of her husband, the huesy 


ipport 


Vertical 
Moving pinchers 
What usually gets broken at drinking places? 
Where the Prince of Wales has been staying recently. 
What a prayer does in chureh 
Get these firmly in the ground and watch yourself rise. 
This spreads itself all over the le 
Glad hands 
This puts the sun to bed 
You can trust a sentry to go to sleep here 
Chickens get all up in the air over this. 
What the bright lights do for the pleasure seeker 
This will trim anything 


countrvs 





Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 


Born 

What to do you get the chance to go to Paris 

Since 

Kind of bask et 

How to get information at ar 

T he home of hams 

This goes to waist 

Denial 

Conflicting opinions enc 

This follows yo 

One of a pair of saucy 

Helping hand 

4 crossword in Greek 

Old-fashioned rat-t 

Good lookers do this 

The way he speaks o! 

Affirmative 

A good looker 

A little bit of this g 

A hell of a fellow 

Not so tough. 

Prowlers. 

This'll stump you. 

4 good butter 

Camels walk many miles for these 

If you go this way 

Conjunction 

These are good for a grand slam 

Booze brew in America (plur 

This has been on the downward grade all winter 

He opposed emancipation 

This will burn yo ip 

This runs in the spring and usually into 
4 plane, a sandwich and me 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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information booth, 


ourage this. 


you're bound to rise. 


1 bucket shop. 
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Safeguard America’s Flug 
(Continued from page 6) 


detective. “Do you know you're in 


the Colorado Clara, Hot Springs’ 
foremost ramshackle hotel? Are you 
here for the ramshackle convention, 


by any chancel?” My tongue clove 
to my palate and I could not essay an 
answer. Before I could protest we 
were seized by two grim-visaged turn 
keys, roughly thrust into a dank cell 
and the door clanged. The gates of 
the grim Chateau d’If had closed for- 
ever on us. To my surprise, my com- 
panion whipped off his domino and 
stood there with arms akimbo. 
“Edmond Dandy!” I stammered. 
“You—after twenty years!” 
“The Count of Monte 
you, Baron Danglars,”’ 


to 
he said through 


Crisco 


clenched teeth as he took me by the 
throat. “And now, what have you 
done with Mercedes, the fair Cata 
lan?” 

There was no way out but to tell 
him the truth, that she had died of 
cramps on a rakish ketch trimmed 


with a leg-of-mutton sail plying be 
tween Leghorn and Genoa. The Count 
beamed story unfolded, and 
when I had finished he whispered his 
joyful consent. 


as my 


We were married by 
a quaint old padre in the purple vine 


yards of Tuscany to the distant 
strains of boatsmen’s guitars. And as 
I sit here on the ties of the Lacka- 
wanna, fondling my old pipe and 


smoking my faithful poodle, how eerie 
it all Keep your gilded pal- 
aces and your fine two-pants suits, I 
for one ask only a roaring log fire and 
Anna Prebeskovya beside me till Life, 
the great musician, has played his last 
sweet waltz. I have spoken. 


seems. 


And How About Mending? 


Secretary - Stenographer — Account- 
ant, college graduate, Wall Street and 
diversified « xperience, offers her intel- 
ligent energy, loyalty, co-operation, 
love and fidelity to those she can serve. 
Box P 93, Wall Street Journal. 

“But,” asks Wallace Cox, “can she 
cook ?”’ —H. I. Puruirs, 

in the N. Y. Sun 


‘Tilly, were entertaining a 
man in the kitchen last night, were 
you not?” 

“That’s for him to say, ma’am. I 
did my best.” 


you 


—ANSWERS 


A medical expert now comes for- 
ward with the statement that setting- 
up exercises not beneficial and 
may even be harmful, a discovery we 
made these many years ago by stand- 
ing too near a radiator while doing 
them. 


are 


New York Evenine Post 








Fe, 


The 


to 


The 


225 


4 to 225 H. P. 


New York Show 


“A KERMATH 





200 H. P. 


3 NEW MODELS BY 


KERMATH 


Kermath is a high speed, high powered valve-in-head Six for brilliant speeds up 
46 miles per hour for runabouts, express cruisers and commuters. 


200 Kermath provides increased power and a new degree of torque or turning effort 
at usable speeds for legitimate cruiser needs without recourse to reduction gears. 


The 175 Kermath is a valve-in-head 648 cubic inch engine providing plenty of flashing 
power up to 2400 revolutions. Full details on these master Kermaths will be glad‘, 
sent you. 


KERMATH MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
5865 Commonwealth 

90 King St. W. 

Rooms 


Ave., Detroit, 
Toronto, 


ALWAYS 






$295 to $2300 


Mich. 
Ontario 
Ave. and 15th 
RUNS” 


5th St. 

















SONG WRITERS! 


sea 


Substantial Advance Royalties 
are paid on work found acceptable for pub- 
lication. Anyone wishing to write either 
the words or music for songs may submit 
work for free examination and advice 
Past experience unnecessary.New demund 
created by ‘Talking Pictures’’. fully de- 
scribed in our free book. Write for it 
Today—Newcomer Associates 

734 Earle Building, New York, N.Y. 








gy CENTRALLY 
LOCATED AT 


CLARK STREET NEAR 
| JACKSON BOULEVARD 


ONE BLOCK FROM 


LASALLE STATION 
POST OFFICE & 
BOARD OF TRADE 


SEND FOR 
COPY OF 
CHEF'S 
RECIPES 
AND DES 
CRIPTIVE 
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| IMPORTED 
flavours from 


ENGLAND— 
SWEDEN 
and FRANCE 


These European 
flavours are 
identical with 
those flavours 
served abroad 
because they 
are made 
in the same 
distilleries. 


HOLLOWAY’S 
LONDON DRY 
Especially Distilled for 
the American Market. 
Direct from London. 


GRENADINE 
NUYENS’ 


Made in France Since 
1802. A Delicious 
Flavouring Syrup for 
Manifold Uses. 


CALORIC 
PUNCH 


Bacardi Flavour 
From Stockholm 
A Luscious Flavour 
Similar to Bacardi. 
A Good Mixer . .. If your grocer 
cannot supply you, write us. ““Mod- 
ern and Old-fashion Cocktail Reci- 
pes”, a new recipe booklet sent 

free on request. Address Dept. J. 


B.B. DORF & CO., 350 W. 31st St.,N.Y.C. 
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Judging the Movies 

(Continued from page 25) 
of fact, I think the boys just had some 
old spare parts of Gertrude Lawrence 
and Mr. Ruggles laying around the 
studio, so they took them and a few 
unused reels manufactured years ago 
by D. W. Griffith and patched them to- 
gether in a vain hope that the thing 
would run after they got it started. 
It’s just a regrettable mistake. 


“Cameo Kirsy” has been brought 
to life with sound, and a Mr. 
Murray sings long and unsuccessfully 
at Norma Terris up and down the 
Mississippi. “River of Romance,” with 
a similar set of characters, was much 
better, and it could have been im 
proved upon. 


“NEY York Nieuts” was adapted 
4 from a play called “Tin Pan 
Allev.” “Tin Pan Alley” was the 
most wretched imitation of “Broad 
way” that was spawned in the birth 
frenzy that followed Mr. Harris’ suc 
I saw it and I can’t tell you 
how bad it was. For that reason | 
have no intention of seeing a movie 
made from it even if it is the first time 
Norma Talmadge has ventured to 
speak out loud for her public. 


cess. 








iP ) 
eather. ) 











His Wirer’s Voice—Oh, Fred, I 
wish you’d come home and fix the 
furnace. It’s so hot here I can 
scarcely stand it, 


— 











Radio Selections 
(All Time Given is Eastern Standard Time) 


Thursday, February 27 
Hour, WEAF, WEEI, WTAG, WJAR, 

WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGR, WGY, WCAE, WFJC, 
WHO, WOW, WDAF, WWJ, WTMJ, WBT, WJAX, 
WIOD, WJDX, WHAS, WMC, WSB, WSMB, WKY, 
WSAI, KPRC, KOA, WEBC, WRVA, KSL, WOAI, 
WSM, KGO, KOMO, KHQ, ‘WBAP, KTHS, WAPL 
KECA, WIBO, KSD, CKGW, WTAM, KPO, KGW, 
KSTP. Fraternity songs, college — or popular 
melodies, they're put across in a big w: 

9:30-—Maxwell House Melodies. \ JZ. WBZ, WBZA, 
WBAL, WHAM, KDKA, WJR, WLW, KSTP, WKY, 
WTMJ, WEBC, WHAS, WBAP, W SM, WMC, WBT, 
KPRC, KOA, WJAX, WRVA, WSB, KYW, KWK, 
WREN, WIOD, WSMB, WOAI, KGO, KECA, KGW, 
KSL, KOMO, KHQ. Quartet and orchestra under David 
Me ond 2a. 

10:00-—Atwater Kent Midweek WJZ, WBZ 
WBZA, WBAL, WHAM, KDKA, WJR, KWK, WRE N, 
WGN, WCKY. Popular dance orchestra. 


Friday, February 28 

8:30—Eversharp Penmen. WABC, WNAC, WEAN, WCAU, 
WCAO, WMAL, WJAS, WLBW, WFBL, WMAK, 
WADC, WKRC, WGHP, WOWO, WMAQ, KMOX, 
WOIL, WHK, WFBM, KMBC, WCCO, WSPD. 
Musical graphology. 
t imos. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC, WJAR, 
WTAG, WCSH, WLIT, WRC, WGY, WOW, WCAE, 

WSAIL, WIBO, KSD, WWJ. Sparkling dance music. 
Armour Program. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WJR, KYW, 
WREN, KSTP, WEBC, WRVA, WMC, WSB, WSMB, 
KPRC, WOAI, KOA, KSL, WSM, WKY, WBT, 
WHAS, KGO, KFI, KGW, KOMO, KHQ, WJAX, 
Ww a WIOD, KDKA, W TMJ, WPTF,WAPI,W HAM 

KW 


Light and semi-classical music. 


Saturday, March 1 

8:30—Dixie Echoes. WABC, WLBZ, WFAN, WCAO, 
WMAL, WHP, WJAS, WLBW, WFBL,WKBW,WKRC 
WFBM, KMOX, KOIL, KMBC, WISN, WCCO 
WIBW, WBCM, WSPD, WWNC, WDBJ, WBRC, 
WFIW, WDOD, WREC, WLAC, KFH, KLRA, KHJ, 
KFPY. Well presented Spirituals. 

9:90-—-Nit Wit Hour, WABC, WNAC, WEAN, WLBZ, 
WCAU, WCAO, WMAL, WHP, WJAS, WLBW, 
WFBL, WKBW, WADC, WHK, WKRC, WGHP, 
WOWO, WFBM, WMAQ, KMOX, KOIL, KMBC 
WISN, WCCO, WIBW, KFH, WBCM, WSPD, WMT 
WWNC, WDBJ, WBRC, WFIW, WDOD, WREC, 
WLAC, KLRA, KLZ, KDYL, KHJ, KFRC, KFPY, 
Delightful inanities. 

11:00—Guy Lombardo’s Orchestra. WABC, WEAN, WLBZ, 
WCAU, WCAO, WMAL, WHP, WJAS, WLBW, WFBL, 
WKBW, WKRC, WGHP, WOWO, KOIL, KMBC, 
WISN, WIBW,WBCM, WSPD, WMT, WWNC,WDBJ, 
WBRC, WFIW, WDOD,WREC, KLRA, KLZ, KDYL, 
KFPY. Soft, sweet dance music. 


Gunday, March 2 

7:30—Major Bowes’ Family. WEAF, WJAR, WRC, WGY, 
WCAE, WWJ, WSAI, KSD, WOW, WFJC, WIOD 
WHAS, WMC, WSB, WKY, WTAM, KTHS, WJDX 
WOAI, WSMB, WHO. Everything from soprano so!os 
to a concert orchestra. 

13:90-—Royal’s Poet of the Organ. WABC, WN A‘ 
WCAU, WCAO, WMAL. WJAS, 
WKBW, WADC, WHK, WKRC, WGHP, WOWO 
WFBM, WBBM, KMOX, KOIL, KMBC, WSPD 
KLZ, KDYL, KHJ, KFRC. KXA, KOIN, KFPY. Tt 
incomparable Jesse Crawford. 

11:15—Russian Cathedral Choir, WEAF, WJAX, 
Wow, WBAP, WGY, WRC, WMC, WHO, 
Splendid voices blended into unusual music. 


Monday, March 3 

8:30—A and P Gypsies. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC, 
WTAG, WCSH, WLIT, WRC, WGY, WGR, 
WWJ, WSAI, WGY, WGR, WCAE, WWJ, 
WGN, KSD, WOC, WDAF, WTAM, WOW. 
yuartet, string ense »mble, orchestra. 

9:30 “An Evening in Paris”. WABC, WNAC, WEAN 
WCAU, WCAO, WMAL, WJAS, WLBW, WFBL 
WMAK, CFRB, WADC, WHK,] WKRC, WGHI, 
WOWO, WMAQ, KMOX, KOIL, KMBC, WSPD. 
Musical visit to the brighter spots. 


Tuesday, March 4 
8:00—Pure Oil Concert. WJZ, WBAL, WHAM, KDKA 
WJR, KYW, KWK, WREN, KSTP, WTMJ, WEBC 
WHAS, WMC, WBT, WJAX, WRVA, WSM, WSB 
WCKY, WIOD, WFAB. Vincent Lopez. 
with . WIZ, WBZ, WBZA, 
4 WHAM, KDKA, WJR, WLW, KWK, KYW, 
WREN, WHAS, WSM, WMC, WSB, "WSMB, KOA, 
KSL, KGO, KGW, KOMO, KHQ, KECA. Character- 
istic music of far-away lands. 
Salute. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL., 
KDKA, WJR, KYW, KWK, WEBC, WBT, WJAX 
WHAS, WSM, WMC, WAPI, WSMB, KGW, KPRC 
KOA, KFI, KSL, KGO, KHQ, KOMO. One of the most 
pretentious presentations on air. 


Wednesday, March 6 
8:00—Yeast Foamers. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WHAM: 
KDKA, KYW, KWK, WLW, WREN, WTMJ, KSTP 
WEBC, KFAB. Bubblir Cs 
30—Sylvania Foresters. V JZ, WBZ, WBZA, WHAM 
KDKA, KWK, WRE N, KYW, KFAB. Close harmony 
directed by Roy Close. 
10:30 Floyd WEAF, WTIC, WJAR, WJDX, 
KSTP. WGN, WRC, WCAE, WWJ, KSD, WOC, WOW 
WTAG, WSMB, WKY, KTHS, KSL, KOA, KGO. 
KGW, KOMO, WTMJ, WRVA, WSM, KHQ. If you 


like authentic tales of adventure. 


’, WEAN, 
WLBW, WFBI 


wwJ 
WGR 


WJAR, 
WCAE, 
WSAI 


Soloist , 


Merlin The Second. 














“Don’t hit 
ton! 


‘at boy, Washing- 


7? 


You'll cut yo’ fist! 


Chicago finances seem te have been 
taken for a ride. 
—Totepvo Biape 


Automobile hotels are proposed as 
the only solution to the parking prob- 
lem on Manhattan Island. It will be 
necessary to register a car under its 
right name, of course. 

—H. I. Puirurps, 
in the N. Y. Sun 


Allan Hoover saves records in Har- 
vard fire. 
‘Tue Heratp Trisune (Rep.) 
Allan Hoover watches blaze. 
—Tue Worvtp ( Dem.) 
We say the time has come to take 
Harvard fires out of politics. 
—Tue New Yorker 


Noble Experiments 
Junge is paying $5 each for the 
best examples of laws, Federal, State 
or local, which are not being enforced. 
Below are the names of the contribu- 
tors who sent us the laws mentioned 
on the editorial page of this issue: 
False whiskers: S, J. Wener, Cam- 
bridge. 
Life guard: William Shaw McCal- 
lum, Boston. 
A. V. Wasson, Pittsburgh. 


Card playing: Fletcher Pratt, New 
York. 

Short sleeves: Joseph A. Tennant, 
Methuen, Mass. 
Hat pins: 
Shreveport, La. 

Crime news: Nancy 
Torrington, Conn. 


Cursing: 


Lal C. Blanchard. 
R. Cimmino, 


EDWARD LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JaMalCa, N. ¥. 











MEN! 


2 Cast off the martyrdom of centuries! Remove 
that ancient prejudice! Assert your divine 
right as one of the lords of creation! 


YOU, TOO, CAN SPEND A PLEASANT 
FORTNIGHT IN THE HOSPITAL 

















Statistics show that 93 per cent. of the sick beds of America are occu- 
pied by members of the female sex. Woman, formerly the helpmeet, 
the worker, has gone on strike and now lies in slothful ease on a hospital 
bed, exposing her symptoms to the eyes of expensive surgeons, with flow- 
ers on the table and the bill in her husband’s pocket. This is carrying 
feminism too far! Something should be done about it. 


Something Has! 


Rube Goldberg, that great humanitarian, has focused his giant brain 

on the problem and now comes forth with a ringing plea for the 

emancipation of the oppressed husband. He shows just what 

Dr. is happening all over the country in thousands of once-happy 

Gold- homes, and points out how unnecessary it is. Hasn’t man an 
berg appendix of his own? 

ne V¥ ¢ 2 

does things You'll laugh when you talk to the anesthetician in French. 

by halves. In You'll chortle with delight when the night nurse lets you 

addition to his play with the clinical thermometer. Get Dr. Goldberg’s 

plea for hospi- book today and go to the hospital tomorrow. Ask any 
bookseller for 


tals for husbands, 
called, by the way, 
“They Ought to Give 
Ether to Husbands,” IS THERE A 
he has written an equal- 

ly mirthful account of ad- 


ventures in a gymnasium en- DOC i OR IN I HE 
titled “What You Need Is 


Exercise.” The two together, 
lavishly illustrated by Rube him- HOI ISK? by Rube Goldberg 
self se < ” 


, compose a book that has al- 
ready delighted thousands of readers. . The 
Insure yourself against that mid-winter h or send 1 a to 1 7 6 F | 
gloom by reading IS THERE A DOC- John Day Company, Dept. J, 386 Fourth 
TOR IN THE HOUSE? Av enue, New York City. 














This book may be purchased from your bookseller. If a bookstore is not convenient, mail your order 
($1.00 per copy) to the publisher, adding 5 cents postage. Address 


THE JOHN DAY COMPANY, Dept. J-2 
386 Fourth Ave., New York City 


















You’re soins somewhere 
- 


when you go with 


( ‘amels 


The road to pleasure is thronged 






with smokers who have discovered 
the superior fragrance and mellow 


mildness of this better cigarette. 


oma 


~~ 


© 1930, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco 
Company, Winston-Salem, N. C, 











